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THE    ROSARY 


THIS  is  my  Rosary  : 

God  is  so  good 

He  giveth  this  to  me 

'Stead  of  much  food, 

Much  gear  of  body,  gold,  or  what  may 

be. 

o 

o     o 
o 

These  beads — Ah,  God  is  kind  !  — 

To  fashion,  trail 

The  fingers  of  my  mind 

Over  their  frail, 

Rough  forms,  that  so  my  soul  may  not 

be  blind. 

o 
o 
o 

I 
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It  gropes  above  the  earth, 

Seeking  for  Him, 

Sightless  :  these  give  sight  birth  ; 

I  catch  the  dim, 

First   shadow   of    His  Form,    fingering 

their  girth. 

o 
o 
o 

I  cannot  see  God  whole, 

My  sight's  but  this  : 

The  artist  in  my  soul 

That  sees  what's  His, 

And  seeing  this  conceiveth  of  the  goal. 

o 
o 
o 

And  God,  to  reach  the  goal, 

Hath  given  me, 

This  passion  to  control, 

My  artistry, 

Which  striveth  to  shape  these  to  one 

great  whole. 

o 
o 
o 
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My  little  life  is  mine, 

My  great  life  God's  ; 

Nor  is  one  all  divine, 

One  all  the  sod's  : 

The    sod    reflects    the    sun  —  'tis    not 

indign. 

o 
o 
o 

For  if  the  sun  shone  down 

On  vacancy, 

Where  would  his  golden  crown, 

His  glory  be  ? 

Evasion — sheer  divinity  downthrown  ! 

o 
o 
o 

This  little  life  of  mine, 

Part  of  the  sod, 

Reflecting  the  divine, 

Glorifies  God  ; 

And  His    great   life   in  me  maketh  it 

shine. 

o 
o 
o 
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If  God  is  God  alone 

He  knows  not  me, 

And  my  heart's  but  a  stone 

Which  presently 

Crumbleth  to  clay — Nay,  that's  how  God 

is  known  i 

o 
o 
o 

He  is  not  God  alone, 
But  God  in  me. 
If  my  heart  stayed  a  stone, 
Where  would  God  be  ? 
He   casteth,  crumbleth  clay — that's  how 
God's  known. 

o 
o 
o 

He  maketh,  breaketh  men, 

His  images, 

Which  looked  upon  we  then 

Know  to  be  His, 

Which  feeling,  we  give  God  Himself  again. 

o 
o 
o 
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How  should  He  know  his  being, 

Or  we  know  Him, 

Without  His  image  seeing  ? 

His  soul's  not  dim, 

But  dead,  who  sees  naught  with  his  soul 

agreeing. 

o 
o 
o 

Fashioning  these  beads  I  gain 

A  vision  grand  : 

He  gives  my  body  pain 

That  I  may  stand 

Nearer  to  Him  who  gave  it  God  again. 


Now  Christ  forgive  me  this  : 

I  cannot  see 

That  Thy  Life's  teaching  is 

A  mystery — 

Thou  gavest  all  to  God  and  Thou  art 

His. 

o 
o 
o 
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But  of  the  mystery  of 

Thy  Birth  and  Death, 

That  not  belongs  to  love, 

But  unto  faith — 

That  sympathy  of  soul,  beyond,  above. 

o 
o 
o 

I  would  not  understand, 

My  heart  is  full. 

Why  should  my  soul  be  vanned 

If  I  could  pull 

Faith  down  to  love — the  sky  unto  the 

land? 

o 
o 
o 

Now  I  good  Mahomet 

Do  not  deny, 

Nor  any  Prophet  yet, 

Sakyamuni, 

Nor  any  Saint  or  holy  Anchoret. 

o 
o 
o 
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But  they  who  saw  Thy  wraith, 

Thy  body  risen, 

Saw  with  the  eye  of  faith, 

From  its  flesh  prison, 

Thy  soul    ascending   on   the  wings  of 

death. 

o 
o 
o 

They  did  so  long  to  see 

The  loveliness 

They'd  lost,  Thy  prophecy 

Their  sight  did  press 

Like  Thomas'  fingers  in  the  wounds  of 

Thee. 

o 
o 
o 

They  saw  Thee  risen  on  earth. 

Symbolically 

Thy  life  has  second  birth, 

Lives  on  in  me, 

As  live  the  lives  of  those  of  lesser  worth. 

o 
o 
o 
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But  not  with  fleshly  eye, 

But  eye  of  faith, 

I  see  Thy  body  nigh, 

But  not  their  wraith — 

I  see  Thee  clear  as  man  and  man  only. 

o 
o 
o 

Does  then  Thy  loveliness 
Lose  all  its  worth 
If  Thou  wast  more,  or  less, 
Than  man  on  earth — 
Best  good  is  good  most  prone  to  wicked- 
ness ? 

o 

o 

o 

Nay  i     Also  I  believe 
Their  mystery, 
But  not  as  they — I  give 
Thanks  unto  Thee 

That  I  who  doubted  now  believe  and 
live. 
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My  soul  hath  taught  my  heart, 
Through  sympathy, 
To  understand  in  part 
The  whole  of  Thee— 
Thou   hadst  been   man  ;     Thou  hadst 
seen  God — Thou  art  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Thou  hadst  won  God — Ah  me  ! — 

Through  love  of  men, 

And  God  for  love  of  Thee 

Gave  Thee  again 

To  men  that  they  Thy  love  for  Him 

should  see. 

o 
o 
o 

But  God  hath  made  my  mind 
Only  for  this, 

That  I  the  way  should  find 
Through  mysteries 

Of  earth,  not  Heaven — methought  my 
soul  was  blind. 
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But  as  this  sight  unto 

My  body  is, 

The  light  that  leads  me  through 

Life's  mysteries, 

So  Thou  art  to  the  soul  that  seeketh 

true. 

o 
o 
o 

And  one  day  I  did  rise 

With  thoughts  of  Thee, 

And  looking  to  the  skies 

Saw  presently 

The  sun — a  window  into  Paradise  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Through  which,  upon  the  verge, 

The  eastern  rim 

Of  earth,  I  saw  the  surge 

Break  at  the  brim 

Of  that  wide  ocean  whence  our  souls 

emerge. 

o 
o 
o 
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And  at  the  far  extreme, 

The  boundary 

Of  that  wide  ocean  stream, 

The  thought  of  Thee 

Shone  like  the  Day-Star  on  my  waking 

dream. 

o 
o 
o 

I  saw  Thee  shining  then, 

As  they  did  see  : 

Shining  with  holy  men, 

In  company 

Of  God.     Yea,  boundless,  as  the  benison 

o 
o 
o 

Of  light  on  Ararat, 

Which  shone  o'er  all 

The  waters  !     Sight  whereat 

My  soul  did  fall 

Back  to  her  body,  as  the  flown  cushat 
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With  olive  to  the  ark. 

Ah,  weary  me  ! 

Before  I  saw  that  stark 

Semblance  of  Thee 

Stand  on  those  mountain  summits  all 

was  dark  ! 

o 
o 
o 

And  when  the  evening  came, 

From  that  extreme 

Summit  of  sight,  the  same 

Semblance  of  dream, 

Fathomless  beauty  did  my  soul  inflame  ; 

o 
o 
o 

When  o'er  an  ink-dark  edge 

Of  cedar  wood 

Shone,  on  that  pilgrimage 

In  solitude 

Of  clouds,  the  clear  prismatic  arc,  God's 

pledge. 

o 
o 
o 
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Ay,  God  is  artist  too  ! 

He  lives  to  give  ; 

Each  day  creating  new 

Creatures  to  live, 

And  die  and  leave  their  essence,  as  we 

do. 

o 
o 
o 

Die  ?     Death  is  but  a  name, 

A  word  like  these, 

That  fadeth  as  the  fame 

Of  Sophocles, 

Homer   and   /Eschylus   must   fade — a 

flame 

o 
o 
o 

That  feedeth  upon  life, 

As  did  those  men — 

As  I  do — Death  is  rife 

In  all — and  then, 

Death  dieth,  fadeth  as  the  falling  leaf 

o 
o 
o 
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In  autumn,  which  returns 

Unto  the  tree 

The  life  it  lent  it,  burns 

Thus  gloriously, 

Falls . .  as  must  theirs  to  the  ashes  of 

their  urns. 

o 
o 
o 

Ah,  fallen  leaves  !     Ah,  death  ! 

Think  not  the  tree 

Could  live  without  thee,  breath 

Successively 

Riseth  and  falleth — life  endureth. 

o 
o 
o 

The  seed  forever  lives, 

The  leaves  do  die 

As  lives  die  ;   each  one  gives 

Back  to  the  tree, 

Not  life  alone,  but  the  light  by  which  it 

thrives. 

o 
o 
o 
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Christ,  Thou  art  like  the  leaf 

Unto  the  tree, 

And  like  the  sun-beam  sheaf 

The  mystery 

Of  Thy  bright  Spirit  is — its  life's  belief. 

o 
o 
o 

It  looks  unto  the  sun, 

As  I  to  God  ; 

As  seed  its  life's  begun  ; 

Beneath  the  sod, 

As  seed,  it  endeth  when  its  course  is 

run. 

o 
o 
o 

But  without  those  bright  leaves, 

Those  beams  of  Thine, 

It  dies  ere  it  conceives 

'Tis  not  indign 

His  glory  to  reflect — the  earth  bereaves. 

o 
o 
o 
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So  with  this  life  of  mine, 

Part  of  the  sod, 

It  dies,  it  is  indign 

To  worship  God 

Without    Thee — all    its    worthiness    is 

Thine. 

o 
o 
o 

Thou  art  in  all  the  earth, 

In  all  the  sea, 

Air,  fire  ;  the  wings  of  Birth, 

And  Victory 

Thou  plantest  in  the  shoulder-bones  of 

Death  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Thou  art  in  all  the  seeds, 

In  all  the  sheaves  ; 

In  every  thought  man  needs, 

In  all  he  leaves — 

Thou  art  in  me,  in  all  my  words,  my 

deeds  ! 

o 
o 
o 
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Thou  art  in  everything, 

And  it  is  Thou 

Who  maketh  me  to  sing, 

To  utter  now 

These  syllables  of  praise,  these  words  I 

bring 

o 
o 
o 

Back  unto  Thee  who  gave, 

And  givest  all — 

Everything  that  can  save, 

Strengthen,  and  shall 

Succour  mankind  from  birth  unto  the 

grave  ! 

o 
o 
o 

'Tis  Thou  who  teachest  all 

To  live  and  brave 

For  Beauty  !     Though  she  doth  call 

All  to  the  grave, 

She  spreadeth  the  sweet  sky  for  funeral 

pall. 

o 
o 
o 
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Why  should  we  fear  to  be 

Laid  under  it — 

That  lovely  canopy 

Whereon  is  writ 

The  horoscope  of  human  destiny  ? 

o 
o 
o 

True  living's  helping  God 
To  propagate 
(The  province  of  the  sod), 
And  consummate 

(The    purpose    of    the    sky)    beauty. 
Death's  road 

O 

o 
o 

Is  Love's.     It  windeth  round 
Life,  beautiful 

As  the  sky  o'er  the  ground  ; 
Love  stoops  to  pull 

Our  hearts  (her  fields)  heavenward  with 
flowers  crowned. 

o 
o 
o 
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She  is  the  light  of  earth, 

And  in  her  path 

The  flowers  of  Heaven  have  birth  ; 

Each  flower  that  hath 

Lived  upward  to  her  shineth  after  death, 

o 
o 
o 

On  those  empyreal  plains 

Which  flank  her  ways  ; 

For  each  in  beauty  reigns, 

After  life's  days, 

In  that  bright  day  in  Heaven  this  night 

contains. 

o 
o 
o 

The  seed  is  not  yet  sown  ; 
The  garden  waits. 
It  is  not  earth  alone 
That  propagates 
The  seed — she  waiteth  for  the  sun  to  woo 

her, 

The  sun  that  bringeth  her  sweet  children 
to  her. 
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The  seed  is  in  the  ground  ; 

The  garden  sleeps  ; 

Slumber  so  sweet,  profound, 

The  sun  who  keeps 

The  cycle  of  his  faithful  watches  over  her 
Thinketh,  almost,  he  never  can  recover 
her. 

Now  she  awakeneth  : 
She  is  as  fair 

As  if  she  came  from  death 
His  life  to  share  ; 
As  if  her  Spirit,  wakening  from  dreams 

of  him, 

No  body  did  inherit,  but,  the  beams  of 
him. 

She  is  a  lovely  bower, 

Wherefrom  his  eye 

Drinketh  of  every  flower — 

A  mystery  ! 

The  revelation  of  the  rose,  full-blown, 
Whose  refluent  beauty  flows  to  meet  his 
own. 
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0  God,  my  garden  sleeps, 
Dreaming  of  Thee  : 

Thy  Son  forever  keeps 

Watch  over  me— 
The  Gardener  ?     Nay  !    with  Magdalene 

I  cry  : 
Hail  Son  of  Mary  Virgin,  Rabboni  I 

o 
o 
o 

That  men  should  toil  and  weep, — 

Immortal  theme  ! — 

Ascend  each  weary  steep 

To  grasp  a  dream— 

And  gather  nothing  but  a  little  sleep ! 

o 
o 
o 

1  plucked  a  little  weed, 
And  on  it  was 

(An  earnest  of  its  seed) 

A  golden  cross  ; 

And  round  it  was  a  golden  crown — its 

meed. 

o 
o 
o 
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And  in  this  weed  I  saw 

The  symbol  of 

Thy  Life  and  Death,  the  law 

Of  perfect  love — 

But  every  flower  cross  contained  a  claw, 

o 
o 
o 

Which  caught  and  strangled  life  : 

On  each  a  fly 

Was  held  in  mortal  strife, 

In  agony. 

The  law  was   being  enacted  there.     A 

knife 

o 
o 
o 

Was  held  to  each  fly's  shuttle, 

At  the  string  ; 

And  as  each  fly  did  scuttle 

And  take  wing, 

Or  stay  to  die,  it  seemed  to  me,  the 

subtle, 

o 
o 
o 
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The  crucial  crux  of  being 
Was  here  set  forth  ; 
And,  as  I  pried,  all-seeing, 
Insistent,  wrath, 

A  man  came  by  who  looked,  and  said, 
"  'Tis  fleeing  !  " 

o 
o 
o 

"  The  fly  ?  "  I  asked.     "  The  flower," 

He  said.     And  I, 

"  The  flower  has  lived  its  hour 

To  feed  the  fly  ; 

And    now,    behold  !     the    flower    doth 

devour 

o 
o 
o 

"  These  many  flies."     "  Not  so. 
These  kill  themselves, 
In  search  of  life  ;  their  foe 
Forever  shelves 

The  thought  of  death,  for  life  will  not 
death  know." 

o 
o 
o 
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"  They  die,"  I  said,  "  meanwhile— 
Die  in  this  wise  ! 
This  flower  lives  to  beguile 
The  lives  of  flies." 

"  Each     lives    for    each,"     he    said  ; 
"  each  is  edile 

o 
o 
o 

"  Of  earthly  temples,  and 
Bridges  that  span 
The  gulf  'twixt  land  and  land — 
'Twixt  God  and  Man." 
So  spake  he.     Was  he  hard  to  under- 
stand ? 

o 

o 

o 

So  spake  he.     Was  he  wise  ? 

I  think  he  was. 

For  though  I'd  fixed  my  eyes 

Upon  the  cross, 

And    seen — 'twas    given     to     him     to 

sympathise. 

o 
o 
o 
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But  this  was  long  ago  1 

I  am  not  wise, 

But  I  have  learnt  to  know 

With  other  eyes  : 

The  head   hath   sight,  the   heart,   the 

soul  also. 

o 
o 
o 

To  use  these  eyes  aright, 
The  head's  must  be 
Applied  to  earthly  sight  ; 
To  sympathy 

With  heavenly  things,  the  heart's  ;   the 
soul  takes  flight, 

o 
o 
o 

And  sees  as  eagle  sees  : 

Not  only  all 

The  land's  proud  promontories 

Flatten  and  fall 

Beneath  him,  but  the  golden  mysteries 

o 
o 
o 
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Of  the  sun's  mountains,  and 

(As  I  did  see, 

When  my  sight  left  the  land) 

Eternity, 

On  time's  wide  ocean  rim — The  Vision 

Grand. 

o 
o 
o 

Sees.  .  .  .  But  here  hangs  The  Cross  : 

The  Rosary 

Is  one  half  told — alas, 

I  cannot  see  ! 

The  way  is  dark — night  doth  encompass 

me. 

o 
o 
o 

Out  of  the  night  I  came  ;  a  sleeping  star 
Had  seen    my  birth,    had    sunk   into   a 

dream 

Beyond  the  beauty  of  the  morning,  far 
From  earth,  and  yet  so  near  me  it  did 

seem, 
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My  mother,  sleeping  in  the  sunlight  bar, 
No  nearer  was  the  source  of  my  life's 
stream. 

Into  the  day  I  came,  a  little  stream 

Of   light,  a   little   star -beam   from   that 

star, 

A  little  dream  of  beauty  from  that  dream 
Of  its  first  slumber,  creeping  to  the  bar 
Of  birth  ;  a  little  spirit,  it  would  seem, 
Come  like  its  sleep,  its  dream,  its  light— 

from  far. 

Come  like  its  sleep  out  of  the  morning 

far, 

Out  of  the  east,  on  the  ascending  stream, 
The  stream  of  radiance  from  the  Sovereign 

Star, 
The  source  of  earthly  life  ;    come  like  its 

dream, 
From  the  eternal  source  of  dreams  whose 

bar 
Is  birth  and  waking  ;    come  like  its  light 

'twould  seem — 
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From  where  ?    From  where  ?    Come  like 

its  light  'twould  seem, 
From  day  in  heaven  to  night  on  earth, 

from  far  ! 
From  heaven — ah,    yes,   from   Home  !•- 

into  the  stream 
Of  love,  that  sweepeth  all  things  to  the 

bar 
That  boundeth  heaven,   withholdeth  the 

sweet  dream 
That    throbs    beyond    earth's    rim — the 

Spirit  Star. 

Saturn,    of    the    First    Seven    remotest 

star 
That  rules  our  lives,  remotest  thou  dost 

seem, 
For  mine  is  dark,  and  thou  wast  at  the 

bar 

Of  The  Ascendant,  in  the  very  stream 
Of   Sol's  first  radiance   at   my  birth,   as 

far 
From     earth     as     is    a    sleep  -  beholden 

dream. 
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Rule  thou  my  destiny,  resolve  this  dream  I 
Arise  well-dignified  once  more,  my  star- 
Arise  and  sweep  me  upward  with  the 

stream 

Of  the  sun's  waking  light — oh,  take  me  far, 
Far  above  earth,  into  the  realms  that  seem 
To  shine  so  fair  beyond  Mid-heaven's  bar  ! 

My  songs  are  numbered  as  are  nights  of 

dream 
Numbered  at  dawn  of  day  .  .  .  Sweep  up, 

my  Star, 
Shed  thy  soft  radiance  on  Life's  darkening 

stream  ! 

o 
o 
o 

A  dewdrop  on  a  grave  : 

Such  is  my  life. 

A  sphere  that  looketh  brave 

On  the  breast  of  grief, 

With  light  ;     but  cannot  live  until  it 

have 

o 
o 
o 
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The  coffered  wage  of  death  ; 

That  cannot  see 

The  face  of  death  beneath 

The  canopy 

Of  flowers  and  weeds,  yet  feels  the  daisy's 

breath, 

o 
o 
o 

Which  feeds  upon  the  tomb  ; 

That  drinks  the  sun, 

And,  sinking  to  the  gloom, 

On  Phlegethon, 

Is  born  again  to  drink  the  daisy's  doom. 

o 
o 
o 

O  Phlegethon,  thou  stream 

Of  living  fire, 

That  drinketh  up  the  dream 

Of  my  desire  ; 

River    of    Light    in    Darkness,    Life, 

redeem 

O 

o 

o 
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The  days  of  Saturn's  reign, 

The  Golden  Age — 

Descend  from  Ida's  Fane, 

With  sacred  rage 

Consume  his  sin,  his  Regency  regain  ! 


Yea,  plant  upon  the  earth 

The  progeny 

He  slaughtered  at  their  birth — 

Let  Purity, 

And  Love,   and  Beauty  triumph  over 

Death  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Yea,  river,  I  ascend 

Unto  thy  source, 

In  spirit  ;  though  thou  dost  wend 

In  downward  course, 

Seeking  the  sea,  thou  reachest  the  same 

end. 

o 
o 

o 
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I  have  watched  streams  flow  down 

Into  the  sea  : 

Each  stream  did  seem  to  drown 

Identity 

At  the  sea  verge  ;    but,  looking  to  the 

crown 

o 
o 
o 

That  hung  above  the  hills, 

I  saw,  quite  plain, 

The  sources  of  the  rills 

Being  fed  by  rain — 

The  cloud  the  stream's  identity  fulfils. 

o 
o 
o 

Its  essence  is  not  lost, 

But  floweth  on  ; 

Into  new  streams  is  tossed  ; 

Seeketh  the  sun  ; 

Is  caught  in  clouds  and  sinketh  to  the 

coast. 

o 
o 
o 
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Circles  again.     Ay,  so  ! 
A  Rosary 
Is  but  a  larger  o, 
A  smaller  sea — 

Foam-beads  on  shores  of  thought,  that 
come  and  go. 

o 
o 
o 

Now  let  me  here  my  Creed 

Of  Art  confess  : 

Sight  before  sound  I  heed  : 

Spontaneousness, 

Sincerity,  Simplicity.     Yea,  feed 

o 
o 
o 

The  consciousness  with  sight, 

For  sound  deceives. 

Spiritual  sight  sees  right, 

And  he  who  leaves 

Vision  for  sound  leaves  truth,  submitteth 

quite 

o 
o 
o 
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Unto  the  senses.     How  ? 

Is  not  the  eye 

Light  of  the  body  ?     Now, 

He  sees  awry 

Who  letteth  vision  unto  hearing  bow. 

o 
o 
o 

To  charm  the  ear  is  this, — 

Another  form 

Of  that  voluptuousness 

Which  feeds  the  worm  : 

To  see  is  Life's  approximate  to  Bliss. 

o 
o 
o 

Clear  thought  is  vision.     When 

Emotion  sings 

And  followeth  sight — ah,  then, 

Clog  not  her  wings  ! 

The  lark  soars  to'ard  the  sun,  till  out 

of  ken. 

O 

o 
o 
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She  followed  sight,  her  throat 

For  love  did  sing  ; 

As  she  did  mount  each  note 

Caught  at  her  wing — 

She  beats  them  down  like  dew,  viewless 

doth  float. 

o 
o 
o 

But  if  she'd  heard  the  chiming 
Of  the  rill, 

And,  'stead  of  upward  climbing, 
Stayed  to  spill 

The    dewdrops    from   her   wing,    with 
thought  of  rhyming 
O 

o 
o 

To  that  sweet  music,  where 

Had  been  her  song  ? 

Earth-twitters  merely  !     Ear 

Had  led  her  wrong 

(As  me  now) — given  a  dewdrop  for  a  star. 

o 
o 
o 


36  THE  ROSARY 

So  with  the  heart  that  sings 

For  sight,  not  sound, 

She  hath  the  sunward  wings  ! 

As  from  the  ground 

She  riseth,  hark,  how  clear  the  music 

rings  ! 

o 
o 
o 

To  feel  with  every  nerve 

Of  thy  full  being  ; 

To  feel,  and  never  swerve 

From  upward  seeing, 

And  singing  of  it — that  is  Song  to  serve ! 

o 
o 
o 

Ah  me  !  quite  contrary 

Is  this  my  Creed 

To  the  Established  See ; 

So  I  must  feed 

On  locusts  and  wild  honey  ;     be  my 

own  bee: 

o 
o 
o 
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Make  sweetness  for  myself, 

A  spirit-food, 

That  feedeth  the  same  elf, 

In  solitude 

(Being  outcast  from  the  Faithi),  that  made 

it.     Pelf, 

o 
o 
o 

Love,  honour,  all  denied. 

But  I'll  be  true, 

Fear  not,  to  my  dear  Bride  ! 

Love,  honour  too, 

Enough  is  when  she  bideth  at  my  side  ! 

o 
o 
o 

One  day  I  dreamed  of  Bliss, 

And  I  did  see 

A  Serpent,  that  did  hiss, 

As  from  the  Tree 

He  stooped  and  soiled  Eve's  beauty  with 

a  kiss. 

o 
o 
o 
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One  day  I  dreamed  of  Pain, 

And  from  the  Tree 

Burst  music,  a  refrain 

Of  melody 

More  clear,  more  sweet  than  any  human 

brain 

o 
o 
o 

Before  had  answered  to; 
Each  lovely  note 
Rang  out  more  full,  more  true 
Than  earth  can  quote, 
And  clarion  clear — Heaven's  words  to 
me  and  you : 

o 
o 
o 

God  suffered  Pain — behold, 

A  Universe  ! 

Christ  suffered  pain — behold, 

The  primal  curse 

Of  earth  made  lovely  !     Miracles  of  old 

o 
o 
o 
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All  wrought  by  Pain  !      And  now, 

Miracles  new 

Being  wrought  beneath  my  brow — 

The  world,  me,  you, 

Made  beautiful  by  Pain !   Pain,  it  is  thou 

o 
o 
o 

Who  made  of  nothing  THIS, 

Of  darkness  LIGHT  ! 

And  yet  men  worship  Bliss, 

In  thy  despite — 

Bliss,  who  beguiled  our  Mother  with  a 

kiss  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Blind  men,  learn,  learn  to  see  ! 

'Tis  Pain,  well-loved, 

Who  moveth  you  and  me 

(By  Bliss  unmoved) 

To  do  God's  bidding — God's  !     Would 

you  be  free 

o 
o 
o 
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From  Pain  ?     Pursuit  of  Bliss 

Is  the  one  sin. 

Pursuit  of  Beauty  is 

By  pain  to  win 

All  bliss — to  be  with  God,  entirely  His. 

o 
o 
o 

Nay,  is  not  this  most  clear — 

No  mystery  ? 

What  said  our  Saviour  dear  ? 

"  Worthy  of  me 

The  Cross  :    who  findeth  Life  loseth  it 

here." 

o 
o 
o 

Why  should  I  write  these  things, 

Writ  in  The  Word  ? 

I  hear  the  rushing  wings 

Of  a  blind  bird, 

That  striketh  Heavenward  even  as  he 

sings. 

o 
o 
o 
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A  "  towering  "  lark:  within 
His  silent  brain 
Lies  a  cold  shot  ('tis  Sin 
That  shrinks  from  Pain)  ; 
He  reeleth,  blind,  towards  Bliss  ;   would 
Heaven  win — 

o 
o 
o 

He  falls.     He  feels  not  pain, 

But  he  is  blind, 

Can  never  sing  again 

Until  he  find 

Once  more  the  power  by  which  his  sight 

was  slain. 

o 
o 
o 

Who  shrinks  from  Pain,  he  is 

A  lark  shot  blind, 

And  never  blind  to  Bliss 

His  way  he'll  find. 

Such  read  The  Word,  and  shrink ;  so  I 

write  this. 

o 
o 
o 
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I,  who  with  these  so  well 

Can  sympathise — 

Shrinking  from  pains  of  hell 

Blinded  my  eyes. 

If  I  was  blind,  'tis  I  the  blind  should 

tell 

o 
o 
o 

Of  sight  regained.     For  now 

I  dimly  see  : 

The  pain  within  my  brow 

Hath  given  me 

Beautiful  visions   I  would  share  with 

thee. 

o 
o 
o 

The  rose  is  blown, 
And  now  the  golden  seed 
To  earth  is  flown, 
It  falleth  on  the  mead, 
Into  the  Mother's  bosom,  where  before 
'Twas    suckled,    hushed    to    rest,    and 
brooded  o'er. 
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Back  to  the  earth, 

The  Mother.     Into  the  tomb, 

The  place  of  birth, 

The  darkness  of  the  womb, 

From  whence  the  Spirit  into  Light  pro- 

ceedeth  ; 
Darkness,  the  door  to  which  our  Day's 

light  leadeth. 

The  seed  is  sown — 

Look  to  the  starry  sky  ! 

The  winds  have  blown 

Some  golden  seed  on  high — 

Nay,  height  and  depth,  darkness  and  light, 

are  one  ; 
All  seeds  are  stars  whose  centre  is  the 

sun. 

Centre  of  light, 
The  seed  doth  worship  thee  ! 
The  seed  hath  sight — 
Is  sight  denied  to  me  ? 
God  is  The  Centre  of  the  World,  which 
wheeleth 
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Cross-spoked,  for  'tis  His  hand  with  the 

clay  dealeth, 
His  wisdom   that   the    Earthenware   an- 

nealeth  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Life  is  the  common  gift. 

To  some  'tis  given 

To  live  and  never  lift 

Their  eyes  to  Heaven. 

These  speak  of  "  life  " — they  are  of  life 

bereft  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Nay,  man  hath  many  lives 
Wherein  to  live. 
If  upward  he  not  strives 
In  this,  to  give 

Another  lies  with  God,  who  still  con- 
trives 

o 

o 

o 
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To  shape  all  to  His  ends. 

Though  misery 

May  teach  us  here,  He  sends 

Sweet  Charity  : 

Love    her    not — misery    must    make 

amends. 

o 
o 
o 

Ah,  lovelessness,  it  is 

The  only  sin  ! 

For  if  we  feel  not  this, — 

The  heaven  within, 

How  shall  we  move  towards  that  Heaven 

of  His  ? 

o 
o 
o 

Forgive  me  !     Nay,  forgive  ! 

Humility 

Speaketh  in  me  now  :  Liue 

Attentively 

Unto  the  Spirit.     Help  me  so  to  live  ! 

o 
o 
o 
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How  shall  the  Spirit  find 
The  Source  of  Things, 
Beating  against  the  wind 
With  weary  wings  ? 
She  sees  !     She  sees  !     Believe,  though 
thou  art  blind  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Yes,  only  this  I  know  : 
The  way  is  hard, 
Therefore  'tis  upward  ;  slow, 
Therefore  .  .  .  Regard 
The  heights  and  walk  straight  on — see 
how  you  go  ! 

o 
o 
o 

So,  after  toil  and  strain, 

Philosophy 

Brings  back  to  us  again 

Simplicity  ; 

Bears  in  her  arms  her  Child,  begot  by  Pain. 

o 
o 
o 
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Child  of  our  mortal  days, 
The  fruit  of  Man, 
Who  looks  on  him  and  says, 
"  Where  I  began 

I  end — I  follow  thee  in  all  my  ways." 

o 
o 
o 

So  She,  the  fruit  of  Pain, 
Looketh  to  God, 
Being  a  child  again  ; 
Layeth  her  load, 

Life's  harvest,  in  God's  hand,  saying, 
"  The  grain 

o 
o 
o 

II  Thou  gavest,  with  the  tine 
Was  buried  low, 

But  soon  the  sun  did  shine  ; 

The  grain  did  grow 

Straight  to  the  sun — the  harvest,  it  is 

Thine." 

o 
o 
o 
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Straight  to  the  sun  ?     Ah  no, 

Not  always  that  ! 

For  some  did  crooked  grow, 

Some  was  laid  Hat 

By  winds,  and  some  did  perish  down 

below, 

o 
o 
o 

For  lack  of  food,  of  air, 
Of  light — of  sun. 
He  knows  that  it  is  there  ; 
Did  crooked  run  ; 

Fell — fought,    He    knows    it    fought  ! 
Do  not  despair  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Man  cannot  fight  against 
His  impotence, 

But  with  it.     Light's  dispensed, 
From  the  intense 

Sun-glare  to  twilight,  scattered  or  con- 
densed, 

o 

o 

o 


THE  ROSARY  49 

By  God.     To  see  the  Light, 

And  walk  straight  on 

Thither,  from  height  to  height — 

'Tis  given  to  none 

To  see  so  clear,  to  walk  so  straight ; 

but  sight 

o 
o 
o 

Is  given  to  all.     To  see  ? 

Have  I  not  said, — 

Though  blind,  Simplicity 

The  blind  can  lead  ? 

Take  thou  her  gentle  hand,  Brother — 

God-speed  I 

o 
o 
o 

Take  thou  her  gentle  hand, 

She  is  the  Child 

Of  Pain,  can  understand. 

She  is  not  wild, 

Untractable,    like   Passion  ;     she   doth 

command 

o 
o 
o 
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With  gentleness  and  love, 

For  she  hath  known 

All  passion — she  doth  prove 

Passion  her  own, 

For  only  she  doth  free  from  passion 

move. 

o 
o 
o 

Passion,  that  moveth  men — 

Ay,  she  hath  fought! 

Hath  fought,  and  she  hath  been 

Conquered  by  Thought, 

By    Impulse,    Inspiration,    Pride — and 

then 

o 
o 
o 

By  Love.     Ah,  happy  child, 

Simplicity ! 

She  tameth  Passion  wild, 

And  she  only. 

Ah,  happy,  happy  child,  Simplicity! 

o 
o 
o 
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Why  do  you  tell  your  beads  ? 

It  is  to  find 

Where  God  is,  what  He  needs. 

Is  it  your  mind, 

Is  it  your  heart,  your  soul  that  intercedes 

o 
o 
o 

'Twixt  Earth  and  Heaven  ?     Not  these. 

It  is  the  Spirit. 

On  earth  she  is  ill  at  ease  ; 

She  did  inherit 

God-likeness,  and  she  seeketh  God  to 

please. 

o 
o 
o 

She  seeketh  God  to  please. 

How  please  Him  best  ? 

How  ?     He  hath  given  us  these 

More  manifest 

Creatures  of  His,  the  birds,  the  flowers, 

the  trees  ; 

o 
o 
o 
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The  fields,  the  woods,  the  plains, 

The  mountains  high  ; 

Dews,  snows,  frosts,  hails  and  rains — 

Clouds  and  the  sky  ; 

Sunlight  and  shadow — eyes  and  hearts 

and  brains  I 

o 
o 
o 

In  these  the  Spirit  bides. 

'Tis  ours  to  see, 

To  feel — to  know  the  tides 

Of  melody, 

Of  harmony  that  flow,  the  light  that  glides 

o 
o 
o 

Over  their  streaming  crests — 

Waves  of  the  sea 

That  surges  in  our  breasts — 

Transparency, 

Depth  of  emotion  ;   the  wild  storm  that 

wrests 

o 
o 
o 
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The  lightning  from  the  cloud, 

That  draggeth  down 

The  thunder  from  the  shroud 

It  spreads  upon 

The  bosom  of  the  sky,  to  shout  aloud 

o 
o 
o 

The  burden  of  its  voice 

On  the  sea-shores 

That  in  the  seas  rejoice — 

That  pours,  and  pours 

Passion  like  winds  through  forests,  with 

the  noise 

o 
o 
o 

Of  elemental  fire, 

The  fire  that  burns 

Within,  the  earth-desire, 

Desire  that  yearns 

To  God,  the  flame  that  leapeth  higher, 

higher. 

o 
o 
o 
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Flame  of  the  Spirit,  wild, 

Immortal  flame, 

That  waketh  in  the  child 

The  flowers  of  fame 

That  blossom  in  the  man  .  .  .  O  sun, 

that  smiled 

o 
o 
o 

On  the  first  Eden-garden, 

Drifting  down 

Through  Eve's  closed  eyelids,  pardon, 

Pardon,  and  drown 

With  thy  sweet  beams  the  passion-fires 

that  harden, 

o 
o 
o 

And  sear  the  sinking  soul, 
Striving  in  pain 
Against  its  earth-control, 
Hoping  to  gain 

The    fruit    Eve    plucked — groping    at 
Knowledge-whole  ! 
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Shed  thy  sweet  Eden-beams 

Into  my  eyes, 

As  into  Eve's  ere  dreams 

Of  earth  all-wise 

Entered  her  garden  ;    fall  upon  the 

streams, 

o 
o 
o 

And  flowers — the  hours  of  earth, 

As  once  before  ; 

Oh,  bring  me  nearer  Birth, 

Back  to  the  door 

Through  which  we  enter  Life — nearer 

to  Death  ! 

o 
o 
o 

And  so  thou  dost,  sweet  sun  ! 
Nearer  to  thee, 
Thou  Source  of  Phlegethon  ! 
Oh,  carry  me 

Out  to  the  ocean  vastness — The  Un- 
known ! 

o 

o 

o 
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For  not  in  passion  loud, 

Disharmony, 

When  wild  emotions  crowd 

Each  melody, 

Earth-moved — nay,     not     in     passion 

proud 

o 
o 
o 

Do  we  approach  thee,  Death  ! 

Simplicity 

Returneth  in  the  breath 

That  pants  for  thee — 

We  sink  like  babes  to  the  breast  that 

comforteth. 

o 
o 
o 

Like  tired  children  we, 

After  our  play, 

Come  back,  Death,  unto  thee — 

Another  day 

Awaiteth  us.     Oh,  let  our  slumbers  be 

o 
o 
o 
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Sweet  ;    let  us  dream  no  more 

A  little  while, 

Nor  feel  the  eyes  that  pore, 

The  lips  that  smile 

Over    our    slumbers  ;     let    deep    love 

restore 

o 
o 
o 

The  freshness  of  our  hearts, 
Unseen,  unknown  ; 
So  that  when  sleep  departs 
We  see  the  throne 

Of   Beauty   with    fresh    eyes,    as   here 
the  parts 


Of  Beauty  each  new  day 

Revive  in  us 

New  sight,  emotions — nay, 

New  being,  thus 

Creating  clearer  beauties  from  decay  ! 

o 
o 
o 
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So  God  His  watch  doth  keep 

O'er  death,  which  is 

A  little  longer  sleep, 

A  pause  of  His, 

Preluding  Harmonies  more  full,  more 

deep. 

o 
o 
o 

But  we  have  flown  astray, 

A  Spirit-quest  ! 

Did  we  not  lately  say, 

How  please  Him  best  ? 

Follow  the  Spirit,  faithfully,  alway  ! 

o 
o 
o 

So  we  have  pleased  Him  now  ? 

Nay,  vanity  1 

The  forehead  here  must  bow  ; 

Humility 

Heareth  the  beating  heart,  she  knoweth 

how 

o 
o 
o 
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Day-dreams  deceive  us  when 

The  Spirit  calls  ; 

Following  the  minds  of  men 

She  sees  their  falls, 

Their  faults,  and  turneth  them  to  truth 

again. 

o 
o 
o 

To  daily  deeds  of  love  ; 

To  hourly  pain, 

The  pain  that  longs  to  move 

The  heart  again 

Of  him  who  f  eeleth  not  the  things  above. 

o 
o 
o 

To  move  Mankind  to  God  ; 

To  make  Man  feel 

The  travail  of  the  sod, 

Long  to  reveal 

God's   carefulness,    compassion   for  its 

load. 

o 
o 
o 
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O  Song,  thou  angel  of 

My  life  !     Sweet  star, 

Shining  in  skies  above 

The  earth  so  far, 

Steal  to  my  heart  and  touch  the  lips 

of  love  ! 

o 
o 
o 

For  when  those  sweet  sounds  come — 

Ah,  witchery  ! 

Love  motionless  is  dumb  ! 

Ah,  Poetry, 

Seen-music,    vision    heard,    where    is 

thy  home  ? 

o 
o 
o 

The  lips  of  Milo's  Venus 
Vocal  ;    hollow 
Hand  o'er  the  ear  of  Janus  ; 
Of  Apollo 

Sight — ah,     the     long,     long,     weary 
leagues  between  us  ! 

o 
o 
o 
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More  than  'twixt  earth  and  sun, 

And  yet,  as  she 

Worshippeth  him  alone, 

Worship  I  thee — 

Sight,  music,  magic,  mystery  in  one  ! 

o 
o 
o 

O  Love,  my  love,  my  Song  ! 
O  Love,  my  love  ! 
O  Love,  to  me  belong — 
The  wisdom  of 

The   world   to   us   is   naught  !     Sweet 
angels  throng 

o 
o 
o 

Around  our  heads — look,  Love  ! 

An  angel  bright 

Descendeth  from  above 

As  we  unite 

Our    voices — nay,    not    one,    a    lovely 

drove, 

o 
o 
o 
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Like  doves  of  heaven,  like  sweet, 

Descending  stars 

In  the  lap  of  even  I     Ah,  greet 

These  guests  of  ours — 

Ah,   Love,   my  love,   they  bow  before 

thy  feet  ! 

o 
o 
o 

Only  earth  daisies  ?     True ! 
These  little  flowers, 
That  drank  with  us  the  dew, 
Are  guests  of  ours — 
But,  they   were   stars,    Love,    when    I 
looked  on  you! 

o 
o 
o 

Song,  thou  art  born — for  whom  ? 
Take  I  these  beads, 
Scatter  them  in  the  tomb 
Of  words  and  deeds — 
Heart    of    Humanity  !     Think    you    she 
heeds  ? 
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Song,  I  have  striven  for  thee — 
Oh,  may  thy  spirit  seeds 
Burst  into  starry  bloom ! 
Thou  like  the  daisy  be 
Unto  Humanity — 
Thine  be  the  daisy's  doom, 
A  flower  in  Heaven's  meads  I 

This  is  my  Rosary. 

God  is  so  good 

He  gave  Thee  unto  me, 

Thou  Son  of  God. 

What  have  I  given  to  Thee,  Jesus  ?  The  Rood. 

This  is  my  Rosary. 

Save  me  from  sin  ; 

Teach  me  The  Light  to  see, 

The  Way  to  win, 

Sweet    Son    of    Mary,    forgive    me    and 

succour  me  ! 
Succour    the    Children    that    know    not 

Simplicity  ! 
God,    for    Thy    Son's    sake,    forgive    me, 

receive  me  ! 
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This  is  my  Rosary. 

Out  of  my  pain 

Came  this  Child  Song  to  me, 

And  for  refrain 

Sang  to  my  spirit  the  Song  of  Simplicity. 

o 
o 
o 
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